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dinary Merit, to prefix to. their Works certain 
Commendatory Epiſtles in Verſe and Proſe, 
written by a Friend, or left with the Printer by. an 
unknown Hand; which are of notable Uſe to an in- 
judicious Reader, and often lead him to the Diſcovery 
of Beauties, which might otherwiſe have eſcaped his 
Eye. They ſtand like Champions at the Head of 
a Volume, and bid Defiance to an Army of Cris 
ticks. 
As I have not been able to procure any ſuch Pane- 
gyricks on the following Scenes from my Friends, 
nor Leiſure to write them myſelf, I have, in an 


I hath been cuſtomary with Authors of extraor ; 


unprecedented manner, collected ſuch Cxiticiſms as 1 
could meet with on this Tragedy, and have placed 


them before it; but I muſt at the ſame time aſſure 
the Reader, that he may ſhortly expect an Anſwer to 
them. 

The firſt of theſe Pieces, by its Date, appears to be 
the Production of ſome fine Gentleman, who plays 
the Critick for his Diverſion, tho' he has not ſpoil'd 


his Bye with too much reading. The latter will be 
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. 4 ff eaſily diſcover'd to come from the Hands of one of 
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ther Club, which hath derexmin'd to inſtruct the 
ee l und Sciences, without underftanding 
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Inger you Hive ieft the Town, and tio rh 
5 Crehthre 'ekbept myfelf in it; I have applied 
5 _ if pretty much to my Books; 1 have, befides 
A; and GHfrevt Fodriidls, read à good 
to den in Mr: Poet Ripe of the Lock, and ſeveril 
at Pages ih he Hſtbry of the King of Stveden, which is 
& tranſlated into Engliſþ z but fancy, I ſhou'd under- 
4 fund more of it, if 1 Had a better Map: for I have 

. it dern able to Akid out Livonia in Mine 
% believe, you Will be ſurpriz'd to hear, 1 ne 
l nt been twice ut the Play- Houſe ſince your Depar- 
e Hite & But tlas! What Etitertaintnent cin a Man 
f Sthife find there 'now ? The Mdern Hulbamd, 
= hich we hif'd the Hrſt Nigbt, had ſuch Succeſs, 
 F* rhar I began to think it a good Play, till the Grab 
. fret Jolrnas affiffed me it was not. The Eufl of 
Wy Eſſeu, which you know is my Favourite of all Shake- 
7 2 4 Plays, was acted the other Night; but 1 
« as RIFT" it By darhin'd Farce which I abo- 


« minate, 
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« minate, and deteſt ſo much, that I have never either 
& ſceti it, or read it, 

« Laſt Monday came out à new Tragedy, called, 
&« The Covent-Gardes Tragedy, which I believe, I may 
& affirm to be the worſt, that ever was Written. I 
« will not ſhock your good Judgment by any 

„ Oiotations out of it. To tell you the Truth, I 
« know not what to make of it: One wou'd have 
c gueſs d from the Audience, it had been & Comedy : 
« For I faw mort People laugh than cry at it. It 
« adds 4 very ſtrong Confirmation to your Opinion, 
„That it is impoſſible, any thing worth reading 
& ſhou'd be wrixten in this Age. 


84. James's Coffee · Houſe. 
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3 1 Tragedy, {+4 aca intended for * Grub- 


ſtreet J ournal. 


I Hare been long ſenſible, that the Days of wy 


are no more, and that there is but one of the Mo- 
derns, (who ſhall be nameleſs) that can write either 


| Senſe or Engliſh, or Grammar: For this Reaſon, I 


have paſs'd by unretnarked, generally unread, the lit- 
gle, quaint, ſhort-lived Productions of my Cotempora- 
ries: For it is a Maxim with my Bookſeller, that no 
Criticiſm on any Work can ſell, when the Work it+ 
felf does nor. 

But when I obſerve an Author growing into any 
Reputation, when I ſee the ſame Play, which I 
had liberally hiſe'd the firſt Night, advertiſed for a 
conſiderable Number of Nights together; I then be- 
gin to look about me, and to think it worth criti- 
cizing on : A Play that runs twelye Nights, will ſup- 


port a temperate Critick as many Days. 


The Succeſs of the Tragedy of Tragedies, and the 


Modern Husband did not only determine me to draw 


my Pen againſt thoſe two Performances, but hath 
likewiſe engaged my Criticiſm on every thing which 
comes from the Hands of that Author, of whareyer 
nature it be, 


Seu Gracum foe cats, 
The 


- 
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The Covent-Garden Tragedy bears ſo great an Analo- 
gy. to the Tragedy of Tom Thumb, that it needs not 
the Author's Name to aſſure us from what Quarter it 
had its Original. I ſhall beg leave therefore to ext» 
mine this Piece a little, even before I am aſſured hat 
Succeſs it will meet with. Perhaps, what I ſhall 
herein ſay, may prevent its meeting with any. 


I ſhall not here trouble the Reader wich a laborſous 
Definition of Tragedy drawn from Arifluttle' or H- 
raſe, for which I refer him to thoſe Authors. I ſhall 
content myſelf with the following plain Propoſition. 
« That a Tragedy is a Thing of five Acts, written 
“ Dialogue-wiſe, conſiſting of ſeveral fine Similies, 
< Metaphors, and Moral Phraſes, with here and there 
'« Speech upon Liberty. That it muſt contain an 
« Action, Characters, Sentiments, Diction, and a 
6 Moral.” Whatever falls ſhort of any of theſe, is 
by no means worthy the Name of a Tragedy. 


. Que Genus aut Flexum variant, quecungue novato 
Ritu deficiunt ſuperantve, Heteroclita ſunto. 
I ſhall proceed to examine the Piece before us on 


theſe Rules, nor do : doubt to prove it deficient in 
them all, 


Dur oquitur manca if "TI Caſugue FRY q 

As for an Action, I have read it over twice, and do 
ſolemnly aver, I can find none, at leaſt none worthy 
to be called an Action. The Author, indeed, in one 
Place ſeems to promiſe ſomerhing like an Action, 
where Stormandra, who is enraged with Lovegirlo, 
ſends Biltum to deſtroy him, and at the ſame time 
threatens to deſtroy herſelf! But alas! what comes of 


all 


> 


[6 . 


3 this Prepamtian— Why, pariariant Ger the 


Audience is deccived according to Cuſtom, and the 
to murdered People appear in good Health: for 
l which great Revolution of Fortune, we have no 
. ather Reaſon r but that the one has been run 
#hcough the Coat, and the other has hung up her 
Gown inſtead of herſelf. — Ridiculum / 4 
The Characters, I think, are ſuch as I have not yet 
mer with in Tragedy : I believe all Monſters of the 
Poet's on Brain. Firſt, for the Character of Mother 
 Panchbowl; and, by the way, T cannot conceive why 


he is called Mother. Is ſhe the Mother of any Bod 
in the Play? No. From one Line one mi ght guck 


the was a Bawd, Leather ſides deſires her to procure 
two Whores, Cc. but then is ſhe not continually 
talking of 'Virtue? How can ſhe be a Bawd? In the 
| «bird Scene of the ſecond AR the appears to be Sur. 


manadra's Mother. 


Punchb. Daughter, ou uſe the Captain too unkind. 

But, if I miſtake not in the Scene immediately pre- 
geding, Bilkum and ſhe have mother'd and bnd it 
ſeveral times. Sure, ſhe cannot be Mother to chem 
both, when ſhe wou'd put them to bed together. 

Perhaps, the is Mother · in- law to one of them, as 
being married to her own Child: But of this the Poet 
mou'd (I think) have given us ſome better Aſſurance 
chan barely intimating, that they were going to bed 
togetber, which People io this our Iflapd have been 
8 knows to do, without going to Obureb to- 

ether 


"What is intended by «he, Charafter of. Gallons, is 
difficult to imagine. Either he is taken from Life, or 


he 


i, 171 
be is not. Merhioks, 1 cou'd wiſh, he had been leſt 
out of the Dance, ® nothing being more unnatural than 
to conceive ſo great a Sot to be a Lover of Dancing; 
nay, ſo great a Lover of Dancing, as to take that Wo- 
man for a Partner whom he had juſt before been a- 
buſing. As for the Characters of Lovegirl and Kiſin- 


da, they are poor Imitations of the Characters of Pyr- 
rhus and Andromache in the Diſtreſt Mother, as Bilkum 
and Stormandra are of Oreftes and Hermione. 


— Sed quid morer iftis. | 
As for Mr. Leatherfides, he is indeed an Original, 
and ſuch a one, as I hope will never have a Copy. We 
are told (to ſet him off) that he has learnt to read, has 
read Play-Bills, and writ the Grubfreet Journal. But 
how reading Play-Bills, and writing Grubſtreet Papers 
can qualify him to be a Judge of 'Plays, I wu I 
cannot tell. 
The only Character I can find entirely faultleſs, is 
the Chair- Man: for firſt we are aſſur'd, 
Hie ashs but for bis Fare, | 
When the Captain anſwers him, 
Thy Fare be damm d. 
He replies in the gentleſt manner imaginable, 
This is not afting like a Gentleman. 
The Captain upon this threatens to knock his Brains 
out. He then anſwers in a moſt intrepid and juftifia 


ble Manner : 
Oh / that with me, &c. 


- 
0 
— · [ 


Fhe Critic is out in this Particular, it being notorious Gallow 
is not in the Dance; but to ſhew how careful the Author was to 
maintain his Character throughout, the ſaid Gallono during the whole 

Dance is employ'd with his Bottle and his Pipe, 


= } ; 


18 
| 1 catinot help wiſhing, this my teach all Gentlemen 
ro pay their Chair-Men. 5 

Proceed we now to the e And here, to 
ſhew how inclin'd I am to admire rather than diſlike. 
I ſhall allow / che beautiful Manner wherein this Play 
letz our. The firſt five Lines are a mighty pretty Sa- 


tyr on our Age, our Country, Stateſman, Lawyers, 
and Phyſicians: What did I not expect from ſuch a 
Beginning ? Bur alas! what follows? No fine Moral 
Sentences, not a Word of Liberty and Property, no 
Tnfiapations, that Courtiers are Fools, and Stateſmen 
Rogues, You have indeed hs an are 
vy thin ſowo n. 


"Apparent rari nantes in cui, 0. 


The Sentiments. fall very ſhort of Politeneſs every 


where; but thoſe in the Mouth of Captain Biltum 


þreathe the true Spirit of Billin/gate. The Courtſhip - 


chat paſſes berween him and Srarmandra in the ſecond 
Act is ſo extremely delicate, ſure the Author muſt 
have ſerv'd an Apprenticeſhip there, before he cou'd 
have produced it. How unlike this was the beauti- 
ful manner. of making Love in Uſe among the An- 
cients, that charming Simplicity of Manners which 
ſhines ſo Soy in all the 6." Tragodies of Hanes 


Where, 


— petit & prece blandus amicam. Pig 
But alas! how ſhou'd an illiterate — imitate 

Authors he has never read. | 
———— rn — ——__——_—___ 


l ſuppoſe theſe are loſt, tec remaining nom no more than 


his Comedies, 


; . N To 


p [9] 
To ſay nothing of the Meanneſe of the Diction, 


which is ſome degrees lower than I have ſeen in any 
Modern Tragedy, we very often meet with Contra» 
dictions in the ſame Line. The Subſtantive is ſo far from 
ſhewing the Signification of its Adjective as the latter 
requires. | 


An Adjeftive requires ſome Word to be joined 10 it to 
ſbew its Signification. vid. Accidence. | 


That it very often takes away its Meaning, as parti- 
cularly virtzous Whore, Did it ever enter into any 
Head before, to bring theſe two Words together. In- 
deed, my Friend, I cou'd as ſoon unite the Idea of 
your — ſelf, and a good Poet. 

Forth from your empty Head J knock your Brains. 
Had you had any Brains in your own Head you never 
had writ this Line. 

Ter do not ſhock it with 4 Thought ſo baſe. 
Ten low Words creep here in a Line indeed. 


mn M{ono/yllabla nomina quedam, 
Sal, ſol, ren et ſplen, car, ſer, vir, vas. 


Virgal Rod, Grief-ftung Soul, &c. 


I wou'd recommend to this Author (if he can read) 
that wholeſome little Treatiſe, call'd, Gulieimi Lilli 


 Monita Pedagogica, where he will find this Inſtruc- 
tion. 4 | 
e—Pc1nti Scopulos, barbara verba fuge. 
| Much may be ſaid on both ſides of this Queſtion, 
Let me conſider what the Queſtion is; 


| Mighty pretty, faith! reſolving a Queſtion firſt, 
and then asking it. 


a 2 — bon 


1101 
* 33 tho haſt a Tongue | 
| Might charm a Bailiff to forego bis Hold. 


Very likely indeed! I fancy, Sir, if ever you were in 
the Hands of a Bailiff, 2 have not eſcap'd ſo 
eaſily. 

| Hanover-Square ſhall co come to Drury- Lane. 
Wonderful! 
Thou ſhalt wear Farms and Houſes in each Ear. 
Oh! Bavius/ oh! Conundrum, is this true! Sure the 
Poet exaggerates; What! a Woman wear Farms and 
Houſes in her Ear, nay, in each Ear, to make it till 
the more incredible. I ſuppoſe theſe are poetical 
Farms and Houſes, which any Woman. may carry 
about her without being the heavier. But I paſs by 
this and many other Beauties of the like Nature, gue 
lectio juxta docebit, to come to a little Word which 
is worth the whole Work. 


Nor Modeſty, nor Pride, nor Fear, nor REP. 


Quid fbi valt h RE P D- have looked over all my 
Dictionaries, but in vain, 


Nuſquam iter in uſa. | 


I find indeed ſuch a Word in ſome of the Latin Au- 
thors, bur as it is not in the Dictionary, I ſuppoſe it 
to be obſolete. Perhaps it is a proper Name, if ſo, 
it ſhou'd have been in Halicts. I am a little inclined 
to this Opinion, as we find ſeveral very odd Names 
in _ 1 025 ſuch as Hackabouta, &c. 

8 I 


3 9 

I am weary of raking in this Dirt, and ſhall ther 
fore paſs on to the Moral, which the Poet very in- 
genuouſly tells us, is, he knows not what, nor any | 
one elſe I dare ſwear. I ſhall however allow him this 
Merit, that except in the five Lines aboycmentioned, 
I ſcarce know any Performance more' of a Piece. 
Either the Author never ſleeps, or never wakeg 
.throughour. 


* ASS in preſenti per fectum format in avi. 


2 


® Gul. Lilius reads this Word with a ſingle 8. 


* * 24 © 7 | 
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Spoken by Mr. THEOPHILUS CIBBER. 
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1 N Athens firſt (as Dictionaries write) 

The Tragick Muſe was midwif'd into Light ; 
Nome knew her next, and next ſhe took a Dance, 
Some ſay to Eugland, orhers ſay to France. 
But when, or whence, the tuneful Goddeſs came, 
Since ſhe is here, I think, is much the ſame 
Oft have you ſeen the King and Hero rage, 

Oft has the Virgin's Paſſion fil d the Stage; 1 
To- nigbt, nor King, wor Hero ſhall you ſpy, 
Nor Virgin's Love foall fill the Virgin: Eye. 
Our Poet from uutnown, unteſted Springs, 
A cnriens Draught of Tragic Nectar brings. 
From Covent-Garden, calls delicious Stores, 
Of Ballies, Bawds, and Sots, and Rakes, and i boret. 
Examples of the Great can ſerve but few, 

For what are Kings and Heroes Faults to you? 

But theſe Examples are of general Uſe. 
What Rake is ignorant of * King's Coffee- Houſe? 
Here the old Rake may view the Crimes h as known, ' 
And Boys hence dread the Vites of the Town 2 

Here Nymphs ſeduc'd may monrn their Pleaſures paſt, 
And Maids, who have their Virtue, learn to hold it faſt. 


— — — — — 
* A Place in Covent- Garden Market, well known to all Gentle - 
men zo Whom Beds are unknown, 
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Spoken by Miſs RAY TOR, 3 added re Parts 
of Jabel in the Old —— * of Ayes 


in this Tragedy. | 
N various Lights this Night you've * me dreſt. 


A virtuous Lady, and a Miſs conſeſi, \\ 


A 4 


Pray tell me, Sirs, in which you like me beſt? 

Neither averſe to Lobe“ 12 ft Foys you find, 
'Tis hard to ſay, which is the beſt inclin d; 
The Prieſt males all thi Diff "rence in the Caſes 
Kiflinda's alzays ready to embrace, 
And Iſabel ſtays only to ſay Grage. 
For ſeveral Prices ready both to treat, 
This takes a Guinea, that your whole Eſtate. 
Gallants, believe our Paſſions are the ſame, 
And virtuous Women, tho they dread the Shame, 
Let em but play ſecure, all love the Game, 
For tho fome Prude her Lover long may vex, 
Her Coyneſs is put on, fhe loves your Sex; 
At you, the pretty things, their Airs diſplay ; 
For you we dance, we ſing, we ſmile, we pray; 
On you we dream all Night, we think all Day. 
For you the Mall and Ring with Beauties ſwarm ; 
tow teach ſoft Senefino's Airs to charm; © 
For thin uus d be th Aſſembly of the Fair 
At Operas------were noxe but Eunuc hs there. 
In ſhort, you are the Buſineſs of our Lives, 
To be a Miſtreſs kept, the Strumpet ſtrives, 
And all the modeſt Virgins to be Wives. 
For Prudes may cant of Virtues and of Vices, 
But faith! we only differ in our Prices, 


* 
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Dramatis Perſons. 


GENTLEMEN. 


Captain Bilkum. Mr. Mullart. 
Lovegirlo. Mr. Cibber, jun. 
Gallono. Mr. Pager. 
Leather ſides. Mr. yh ao 
Chairman. Mr. * 
LADIES. 


Mother Pane ho. 
Kiſſmnda. | 
Frormandra. 


Nonparel. 


Mr. Bridge water. 


Miſs Raftor. 


Mrs Mullart. 


Miſs Mears. 


SCENE An Antichamber, or rather Back- 
Parlour in Mother Punchbowl's Houſe. 


THE 


— a — 


COVENT-GARDEN 
TRAGEDY. 


WIr 
SCENE Ar Antichamber. © 
MOTHER PUNCHBOVWWL, LEATHER- 
SIDES, NONPAREL, INDUSTRIQUSJENNY, 
| MOTHE R. ni mi 107 
E106 WY H O*'D be a Bawdin this deger'rate Age! 1 
| ES Who'd for her Country unrewarded toil ! = 
Not fo the Stateſman ſcrubs big plorfyl 
_ hoe 
Not ſo the Lawyer ſhakes his unſeed 


Tongue, 


Not ſo the Doctor guides the doſeful Quill. -. 
B - Say, 


„„ The COVENT- GARDEN 


5 Nonparel, induſtrious Jenny, ſay, 
Is the Play done and yet no Cull appears? | 
b - NONPAREL  _ 
The Play is done: For from the Pigeon-hole 

1 heard tin * the Curtain as it fell. 

K 8 
Ha, did they hiſs? Why then the Play is damn' 
And 1 ſhall ſee the Poct's Face no more. | 
Say, Leather/fides, tis thou that beſt canſt tell: 

For thou haſt learnt to read, haſt Play-bills read, 
The Grubſtreet Journal thou haſt known to write, 
Thou art a Judge; ſay, wherefore was it damn d? 
LEATHERSIDES.- == 
. I heard a Tailor ſitting by my fide, - 

Play on his Catcal, and cry out, ſad Saf: 
*A little farther an Apprentice ſat 

And he too hiſs'd, and he too cry'd, 'twas low, 
Then o'er the Pit I downward caſt my Eye, 
The Pit all hifs'd, all whiſtled, and all groan'd. 

MOTHER. 

: Enough. The Poet's loſt,” and ſo's his Bill. 
Ok! 'tis the Tradeſman, not the Poet's Hurt: 
For him the Waſherwoman toils in vain, 

For him in vain the Taylor fits croſs'd-legg 
| * runs away and leaves all Debis unpaid. 

. LEATHERSIDES, 
be mighty Captain Bilkum this way comes. 
T left him in the Entry with his Chairman | 
Wrangling about his Fare. ö 


*. 


da | 


ſe FG 


5 1h E. 


„ TRAGEDY. 
MOTHER. 


Teatherfides, 'tis well. 
Retire, my Girls, and b me for Cults. 


SCENE u. 


MOTHER PUNCHBOWL, CAPTAIN 
BILKUM, CHAIRMAN. 


CHAIRMAN. 


Your Honour, Sir, has paid but half my Fare. 

I a3k but for my Fare. 

CAPTAIN BILKUM. 
Thy Fare be damn” 9. 
CHAIRMAN. 
This i is not acting like a Gentleman. 
* CAPTAIN BILKUM. 
Begone, or by the Powers of Dice I ſwear, 
Were there no other Chairman in the World, 
From out thy empty Head, I'd knock thy Brains. 
CHAIR MAN. 

Oh, that with me, all Chairmen would conſpire, 7 
No more to carry ſuch ſad Dogs for Hire, 8 
But let the lazy Raſcals ſtraddle thro' the Mire. 

314 8E 
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SCENE III. 
CAPTAIN UI MOTHER BUNCH: 
| BOWL. 
MOTHER. 


What is the Reaſon, Captain, that you make 
This Noiſe within my Houſe? Do you. intend 
To arm reforming Conſtables againſt me? 
Wou' d it delight your Eyes to ſee me dragg'd 
By baſe Pleleian Hands to Weftminfler, 
The Scoff of Serjeants and Attornies Clerks, 
And then exalted on the Pillory, N 
To ſtand the Sneer of ev'ry virtuous Whore? 
Ohl cou'dft thou bear to fee the rotten Egg 
Mix with my Tears, and trickle down my Checks, 
Like Dew diſtilling from the-full blown Roſe: 
Or ſee me follow the attractive Cart. 

To ſee the Hangman lift the Virgal . 

That Hangman you ſo narrowly eſcap'd ! 
CAPTAIN BILKUM. 

a! that laſt Thought has ſtung me to * wes 
ation oe all Laws and Lawyers too: 
Behold thee carted oh] foreſend that Sight, - ol 
May Bilkum's Neck be ſtretch'd before that Day. 

MOTHER. 

Come to my Arms, thou beſt belov'd of has 
Forgive the Weakneſs of thy Mother's Fears: 

Oh! I never, never ſee thee bang'd! 
Oh! may } N CAPTAIN 


CAPTAIN BILKUM. 
"Tf born to ſwing, 1 never ſhall be'drown'd: 
Far be it from me, with too curious Mind, 
To ſearch the Office whence eternal Fate 
Iſſues her Writs of various Ills to Men; 
| Too ſoon arreſted we ſhall know our Dom. 
And now a preſent Evil gnaws my Heart. 
Oh! Mother, Mother 
MOTHER. 
Say, what wou'd my Son? 1 


3 — _——— 


CAPTAIN BILKUM. a N | 


Get me a Wench, and lend me half a Crowe: 
MOSHER; .;;: 1 ; — 
Thou ſhalt have both. 
CAPTAIN TLK UN. \ QuodT 

Oh! Weeds mo unmatch'd, 
What are your *Nelope's compar d to choc) 10 
In vain we'd ſearch the Hundreds of the FER ) 
From where, in Gooodman's-Fields,, the City Dame 
Emboxed fits, for two times Eighteen Pence. 100 5 
To where at Midnight Hours, the nobler Race 
In borrow'd Voice, and mimick Habit ſqueak. 
Vet where, oh where is ſuch a Bawd as thoo? 


MOTHER. 80 w_ 


Oh! dx Br vid en ogy 
If I excel all others of my Trade, 
Thanks 6,120 000 anraten 
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If in your Train one Harlot can be found, 
That bas not bern a Month upon the 305 
Her, he expects to find in Bed by tw 
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BY aornns PONCHBOIL, exp | 


 BILKUM, LEATHERSIDES, _ | 


LEATHER DES. 
A Porter from Lovegirlo is arriv'd, e > Rm 


Pp 
— * 


MOTHER © 5 
Thou, bo Le beſt knoy'ft ſuch Nymph to 


To thee, ng OE L;6lgings thy communicate. 


Go, thou procure the Girl, I'll make the Punch, 
Which the muſt call for when ſhe firſt arrives. 
Oh! Bilkum,' when I -backward'cift my Thoughts, 


When revolve the glorious Days I've ſeen, 


(Days F ſhall ſer ne more) it tears my Brain. 

When Culls ſent frequent, and were ſent away. 
When Col'nels, Majors, Captains, and "At 
Here ſpent the Iifus & of their 'glorious Toils;z © 
Theſe were the Men, my Bilkum, that ſabdu'd 

The haughty Foe; and paid for Beauty here. 


Now we are ſunk to a low Race of Beaus, | | 
Fellows unfit for Women or for War; 
And one poor Cull is all the Gueſts I have. | | 
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SCENE V. 


LEATHERSIDES, MOTHER PUNCH- 
BOWL, BILKUM. 


LEATHERSIDES. 


Two Whores, great Madam, muſt be ſtraight ber 
par'd, 
A fat one for the 'Squire, and oe my Lord a 'L4 
MOTHER. 
Be that thy Care. This weighty Bus'neſs done, 
A Bowl of humming Punch ſhall glad my Son. 


— 


— — — —— * 
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"oy SCH NI M... „ or 
BILKUM s. 


Oh! *cis not in the Pow 'r of Punch to eaſe -- 
My Gricf-ftung Soul, ſince Hecatiſſa's falſe, -;/ + | _— - 
Since ſhe could hide a poor half Guinea from me. 
Oh! had I ſearch'd her Pockets ere I roſe, 
I had not left a ſingle Shilling in them 
Bur lo! Lovegirlo comes, I will retire,  // |: // 
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2 GALLONO: 


And wilt a us for a Woman thus! 
Art thou Lovegirlo ? Tell me, art thou he, 
"Whom 1 have ſeen the Saffron-colour'd Morn 
With roſy Fingers beckon home in vaio? _ 
Than whom none oftner pull'd the pendent Bell, 
None oftner cry'd, another Bottle bring; 
And canft thou ave us for a worthleſs Woman? 

| TONNE O. 

I charge thee, my Gallono, do not ſpeak 
Ought-againit Woman; by. Liſiada's Smiles, 
(Thoſe Smiles more worth than all the Cornwall Mines) 
When I drank moſt, twas Woman made me n. 


The Toaſt was to the Wine an Grange · Peel. 


GALLONGO. 
Oh! wou'd they ſpur us on to noble mne, 


I too wou'd be a Lover of the Sex. Ss, 
And fure for nothing elſe they wore defign'd, vl 


Woman wa only born ee Toe. 
+ LOYEGCIRLO.' 
| What Madneſs moves thy ſlander-hurling wee ? 
Woman! What is there in che World like Woman? 
Man without Woman is a ſingle Boot, 
Is half a Pair of Sheers. Her wanton Smiles 


N | 
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FRAGEDY-. 


Man is a Puppet which a Woman moves 
And dances as ſhe will-—Oh! had ix not 

Been for a Woman, thou hadſt not been here. 

GALLONGQ, 

were it not for Wine I woy'd got be. 

inc makes a Cobler greater than a Kings 

Wine gives Mankind the Preference to Beaſts, 


- Thirſt reaches all the Animals to drink, 


Bur Drunkenneſs belongs to oply Man. 
LOYVEGIRLO. | 
If Woman were not, my Gallow, Man 
Wou'd make a filly Figure in the World. 
"GEL LONG. © 
And without Wine all Human- kind wou'd be 
One ſtupid, ſniveling, ſneaking, ſober Fellow. 
LOVEGIRLO. 
What does the Pleaſures of our Life refine? 
Wis charming Woman. 


GALLONO. 
Wine. 
LOYFEGIRLO. 
'Tis Woman. | 
| CALLONO; 
Wine, | 


. 
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Are ſweeter than a Draught of cool ſmall Beer * 


Po che ſrorch' d Palate of a waking r. 
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"SCENE vnn. 


B 1 LKUM. 
Much may be ſaid on both ſides of this Queſtions | 
Let me conſider what the Queſtion is: 
If Wine or Woman be our greater Good, 
Wine is a Good — and fo is Woman too, 
But which the greater Good [ 4 long Pauſe] I cannot tell 
Either to other to prefer I'm loth, 
But he does ear 27 takes moſt of both. 


— 
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SCENE IX. 
LOVYVEGIRLO, KISSIND A. 
 LOVEGIRLO. 
Oh! my Kinda! oh! how ſweer art thou? 
Nor Covent-Garden, nor Stocks- Market knows 
A Flower like thee; 'leſs ſweet the Sunday Roſe, 
With which, in Country Church, the Milk-maid decks 
Her ruddy Breaſt : Ne'er waſh'd the courtly Dame 
Her Neck with Honey-water half fo ſweet. 
Oh! thou art Perfume all; a Perfume Shop. 
6 KISSIND A. 
Ceaſe, my Lovegirlo, oh! thou haſt a Tongue 
Might charm a Bailiff to forego his Hold. 
Oh! I cou'd hear thee ever, cou'd with joy 


Live 


1 


TRAGEDY. „„ 


Live a whole Day upon a Diſh of Tea, 
And liften to the Bagpipes in thy Voice, 
LOVEGIRLO. 

Hear this, ye Harlots, hear her and reform z 

Not ſo the Miſer loves to ſee his Gold, 
Not ſo the Poet loves to ſee his Play, 
Not ſo the Critick loves to ſee a Fault, 
Not ſo the Beauty loves to ſee herſelf, 

As I delight to ſee Kiſinda ſmile. 
_ #K#KISS$SINDA. 

Oh! my Lovegirlo, 1 muſt hear no more, 
Thy Words are ſtrongeſt Poiſon to my Soul; 

I ſhall forget my Trade and learn to dote. 
LOYVEGIRLO. © 

Oh ! give a Looſe to all the Warmth of Loye. 
Love bke a Bride upon the Second Night; 

I like a raviſh'd Bridegroom on the Firſt. 
_ _&IS$SSINDA. 

Thou know'ſt too well a Lady of the Town 
If ſhe give way to Love muſt be undone. 

| LOFVEGIRLO. 

The Town! thou ſhalt be on the Town no more, 
I'll take thee into Keeping, take thee Rooms 
So large, ſo furniſh'd, in fo fine a Street, 

The Miſtreſs of a Jew ſhall envy thee, 
By Jove, I'll force the ſooty Tribe to own, 
A Chriltian keeps a Whore as well as they. 
K ISSIND A. 
And wilt thou take me into Keeping —? 
LOYFEGIRLO, © 


Yes. 


C2 KISS IN- 


| 
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2 The COVENT-GURDEN 
AISSTINDA © 
Then 1 am bien indetd——and I will be 
The kindeſt, gentleſt, and che cheapeſt Girl. 
A Joint of Meat a Day is all I ask, 
And that I'll dreſs my ſelf A Pot of Beer 
When thou din'ſt from me, ſhall be all my Wine; 
Few Clothes III have, and thoſe too Second - hand; 
Then when a Hole within thy Stocking's ſeen, 
(For Stockings will have Holes) I' darn it for thee, 
With my own Hands Ti waſh thy ſoapen'd Shirt, 
And moſes UNE I have unmade with thee. 
- LOVEGIRLO. | 
Do virtuous — uſe their Husbands fo? 
| Who but a Fool wou'd marry that can keep 
What is this Virrue chat Mankind adore? 
Sounds leſs the ſcolding of a virtuous Tongue 
Or who remembers, to incrraſe his Joy, 
In the laſt Moments of 'exceffive Bliſs, 
The Ring, the Licenſe, Parſon, or his Clerk ? 
' Beſides, whene'er my Miſtreſs plays me foul, 
I caſt her, like a dirty Shirt, away. 
But oh! a Wife fticks like a Phitter 
Like a ——_ Bliſter to the Pole. 
NISSIN A. 
And wilt thou never throw me off —2? 
| anne i 
Never, Kü | 
Til 1 thou art ſoil'd. | 
KIS8TN: D A. 
Then turn me to the Streets, 
Thoſe Streets you took me from. 


RAGE Dr. 13 
F __LOFEGIRLO. | 

Forbid it all 

Ye Powers propitious to unlawful Love. 

Oh! my Ki/inda, by this Kiſs I ſwear, 

(This Kiſs, which at a Shilling is not dear) 

I wou'd not quit the Joys this Night ſhall give, 

For all the virtuous Wives or Maids alive. 

Oh! I am all on Fire, thou lovely Wench, 

Tortents of Joy my burning Soul muſt quench, 

Reiterated Joys! | | ; 

Thus burning from the Fire, the Waſher lifts 

The red- hot Iron to make ſmooth her Shifts, 

With Arm impetuous rubs her Shift amain, 

And rubs, and rubs, and rubs it oe'r again; 

Nor ſooner does her rubbing Arm withhold, — | 

'Till ſhe grows warm, and the hot Iron cold. | 
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ACT 


STORM ANDRA, CAPTAIN 
BILKUM. 


STORMANDRA. 


0 T, tho” you were the beſt Man in the 
Land, 
Shou'd you, unpaid for, have from me a 
8 Favour? | 
Thereforc come down the Ready, or I go. 
BILKUM. 
Forbid it, Venus, I ſhou'd ever ſet, 
So curſed an Example to the World: 
Forbid, the Rake, in ſull Purſuir of Joy 
Requir'd the unready Ready to come down, 
Shou'd curſe my Name, and cry, bus Bilkum did; 
To him this curſed. Precedent wwe owe. 


$70 


— 


STORMHMAN DRA. 


Rather forbid, that, bilk'd in after- time, 


That as ſhe walks with draggled Coats the Street, 

(Coats ſhortly to be pawn'd) the hungry Wretch 

Shou'd bellow out, for this, I thank Stormandra ! 
BILKUM. 

Truſt me to-night and never truſt me more, 

If I do not come down when I get up. 
STORMANDRA. 

And doſt thou think I have a Soul ſo mean? 
Truſt thee! doſt think I came laſt Week to Town, 
The Waggon Straws yet hanging to my Tail? 
Truſt thee ! oh! when J truſt thee for a Groat, 
Hanover-Square ſhall come to Drury- Lane. 

BILKUM. 

Madam, tis well, your Mother may perhaps, 
Teach your rude Tongue to know a ſofter Tone, 
And fee, ſhe comes, the ſmiling Brightneſs comes. 
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SCENE II. 


MOTHER p UNC HBO. CAPTAIN 
| BILKUM, STORMANDRA. 


STORMANDRA. 


Oh! Mother Punchbowl, teach me how to rail; 
Oh! teach me to abuſe this monſtrous Man. 
MO THER. 


„5 


RAGE DU © ©: 


The Chair-leſs Girl ſhould curſe Stormandra's Name, 


W 


ns The COVENT-GARDEN 
HOY Daa 8 

* What bay he dons? 4 101 

x | STORMANDB 4, af oy] 

| Fg ' Sure « Delign to bale, | vo 

Turk never yet concei . 

| A HA 

—_- . - Forbid i it, Virrue. ' | 

=” | STORMANDRA. on 

1 ELF me to 8 Soul— he wou'd have bilk'd 


me. | 
| Ha! in my Houſe! oh} Aiken, i this we 
Who ſer thee on, thou Traitor, to undo me, 
Is it ſome envious Siſter, ſuch may bez 
For even Bawds, I own it with a Bluſh, 
May be diſhoneſt in this vicious Age. 
Perhaps, thou art an Enemy to us all, 
Wilt join malicious Juſtices againſt us. 
' 'Oh!..thipk not thus to bribe th — — 
[| The Hand to Bridewel which thy Mother ſends, 
May one Day fend thee to more fatal Goal; 
And oh (auert the Omen all ye Stars) 
I be very Hemp 1 beat may hang my Son. 
BILAKUM. 
Mother, you know the Paſſage ro my Heart, 
But do not ſhock it with a Thought fo baſe, _ |, 
Sooner Fleet-Ditch like Silver Thames ſhall flow, 
The New-Exchange ſhall with the Royal vy 
Or Couent- Gardens with St. Paul's great Bell: 
Give no Belief to that ungrateful Woman; 
Gods ho ou'd be a Bully to a Woman? 
Canft thou ſorget (it is too plain thou canf}) 


When 


Gb p * 
op: at : obo Kummer, at the Noon of Nights * 
- I bound thee with a baſe Apprentice boxing? 
Aud tho' none better dart the clinched Fiſt. p 
Vet waſt thou over-match'd, and on the Ground 
Then like a Bull-Dag in Hochleian Holes, 2 2 
Ruſh'd I tremendous on the ſnotty Foe, 
I took him * che Trent and kick d him down the 
| Stairs. O 

7 STORMANDRA.. 3 
Doſt thou recount thy Services, baſc Wretch, 

Forgetting mine? Daft thou forget the Time, 
When ſhiv'ring on @ Winter's icy Morn, 3 
I found thy doatleſs Carcaſe at the ee 
Did I not then forget my proper Wos * 
Did 1 not ſend for half a. Pint of Gin, a 4 * 
To warm th! ungrateful Guts ? pull'd I not Dh Is 
A Quilred-Perticoat to clothe thy Back? 
That unskinn'd Back, which Rods had dreſs'd in 4 
Thy onty Tirie to the Name of Captain? ; 
Did I not pick a Pocket of a Watch, | 


A Pocket pick for theo? / - 
BIL KU M. 
Doſt thou mention k I'S * 2 
So {light a Favour ? Have 1 not for thas | 1 
Fled from the Feather - bed of ſoft Repoſe, | 
And as the Watch proclaim'd approaching Day, 
Robb'd the Stage · Coach A, when Puddings . | 
hor, 95 
And Well. ftieot Oiſters cry'd, the Erening come, | 
Have I not been a Foot-pad for thy Pride! * | 
MOTHER. | 
| Enough, my Children, let this Diſcord ce 
D 


: 

£ 

Fi 
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f 
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' So when the doating Hen · peck'd Husband long 
Hath ſtood the Thunder of his Deary's Tongyes/ 


He hears the Thunder of her Tongue no more. 


$TORMANDRA, MOTHER. PUNCH: 


Forbid it, Virtue, I ſhou'd ever think 


N The COVENT:GARDEN 


Had both your Merits had, you böth deſerve 
The Fate of greater Perſons——Go, my Son, 
Retire to reſt—genrle $tormandra ſoon 


Will follow you. See kind Conſent appear, 
In ſofteſt Smiles upon her lovely Brow. 


© BILKUM. 

And can I'think Srormandra will be mine 50 
Once more, unpaid for mine ! then I again 
Am bleſt, am, paid for all her former Scorn. 


If, Supper over, ſhe attempt to toy, 


Lund labgh and languiſh for approaching Joy, 


His raptur'd Fancy runs her Charms all o'er, 1 
While Tranſporr dances Jiggs thro! ev'ry Pore, '1 


LEES 18 
” 2 1 


* 
po — — — — — 
* Aa 4 - . 
—_— — 
7 


SCENE HI. 


"BOIL. 


NN MOTHER. 
Daughter, you uſe the Captain too unkind, 


A Woman ſqueezes any Cull too much, 
7 Bullies never ſhou'd be us'd as Culls. | 
ith Caution till preſerve the Bully's Love, 


A Houſe like this, without a Bully left, 


TRAGEDY. 


Is. like a Puppet - Show without a Punch. 
When you ſhall be a Bawd, and ſure that Day 
Is written in the Almanack of Fate, 
You'll own the mighty Truth of what I ſay. 
So the gay Girl whoſe Head Romances fill, 
By Mother married well againſt her Will z 
Once paſt the Age that pants for Love's Delight, 
Herſelf a Mother, owns her Mother in the Right. 
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SCENE IV. 8 
S$TORMANDRA ſola. 


What ſhall I do? Shall I unpaid to Bed? 
Oh! my Lovegirlo! oh! that thou wert here; 
How my Heart dotes upon Lovegirlo's Name, 
For no one ever paid his Girls like him. 

She, with Lovegirlo who had ſpent the Night, 
Sighs not in vain for next Day's Maſquerade, ' 
Sure of a Ticket from him Ha! ye Powers, 
W hat is't I ſee? Is it a Ghoſt I ſee? 

Ir is a Ghoſt. It is Lovegirlo's Ghoſt. 
Lovegirlo's dead; for if he were not dead, 
How cou'd his living Ghoſt be walking here? : 


D 2 SCENE 
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i LOFEGIRLO,.STORMANDR A. 


2 LOYEGIRLO. 


- Surely this is fome Holiday in Hell, 
And Ghoſts are let abroad to take the Air, 
For I have ſeen a Dozen Ghoſts te- night 
Dancing in merry Mood the winding Hayes, 
If Ghoſts all lead ſuch merry Lives as * 
Who wou'd not be a Ghoſt! 
8 an RA. 
Art thoy ngr one? r 
| LOPECIRLO. of, hr 
What do L, ye Stars? Is it Stormandra * 1 
SO RMAN DRA. 

Art thou Lovegirlo ?—ob! 1 ſee thou art. 
But tell me, 1 FopJure, art thou not dead? 
8 LOVE G {RLO.. 

No, by my Soul I am not. . 
: STOR M. 4 N DR A. 
May d truſt bee? 
Vet if thou art alive, what doſt thou here 
Without Stor mandra? but thou needſt not ſay Ys 
I know thy Falſhood, yes, perfidious Fellow, 
I know thee falſe as Water or as Hell; 


_ a any thing bur thy ſelk—— 


. &©7 


LOVE: 


- 


; Wbere $ wy Lovegirlo? point him out, ye Stars, 


VAWPRAGCEDY. ' ay 
LOFEGIRLO. 

Or thee. 1 
Dares thus the Devil to rebuke our Sin! 


Dares thus the Kettle ſay the Pot is black! 


Canſt thou upbraid my Falſhood! thou! who ſtill 
Art ready to obey che Porter's Call, 
At any Hour, to any ſort of Gueſt; 
Thy Perſon is as common as the Dirt, 
Which Pickadilly leaves on ev'ry Heel. 
| STORMANDRA. 
Can I hear this, ye Stars! injurious Man! 
May I be ever bilk'd !—MayT ner ferch 
My Watch from Pawn, if I've been falſe to you. 
LOYEGITRLO. 
Oh! Impudence unmatch'd ! canſt thou deny 
That thou haſt had a thouſand diff rent Men? 
STORMANDRA. 
If char be Falſhood, I indeed am falſe, 
And never Lady of the Town was true; 
But tho' my Perſon be upon the Town, 
My Heart has ſtill been fix'd on only you. 


* 8 


SCEN E VL 
LOYEGIRLO, STORMANDRAL, 416. 
= SINDA. 
| KISSINDA. 


Reſtore 


©" oo 


* The COVE N CAR EN 
RNeſtore him panting to Kifinda's Arms, 
Ha! do I fee! 


STO R MAND R A. 

Haſt thou forgot to rail? 
No call me falſe, perfidious, and Ingrate, 
Common as Air, as Dirt, or as thy ſelf. 
Beneath my Rage, haſt thay forſaken me? 
All my full Meals of luſcious Love, to ftarye 
At the lean Table of a Girl like that? 

KISSINDA. 

That Girl you mention with ſo forc'd a Scorn, 
Envies not all the large Repaſts you hoaſt, 
A little Diſh oft furniſhes enough; 


And fure Enough is equal to a Feaſt. 


The puny Wretch ſuch little Plates may chooſe, 


| Give me the Man who knows a ſtronger Taſte, 


K ISSIND A. 
Senſual and baſe! to ſuch as you we owe 
That Harlot is a Title of Diſgrace, 
The worſt of Scandals on the beſt of Trades, 
STORMANDRA. 
_ That Shame more juſtly tothe Wretch belongs, 
"Who gives thoſe Favours which ſhe cannot ell, 
KRISSINDA. 
But harder is the wretched Harlot's Lot, 
Who offers them for nothing and in vain, 
STORMANDRA 
Shew me the Man, who thus accuſes me, 
I own I choſe Lovegirlo, own I lov'd him, 
Bur then I choſe and loy'd him as a Cull; 
Therefore prefer d him to all other Men, 


Becauſe 


TRAGEDY. 
Becauſe he better paid his Girls than they. 
Oh! I deſpiſe all Love but that of Gold, 
Throw that aſide and all Men are alike. 
KISSINDA. 
And I deſpiſe all other Charms but Love. 
Nothing could bribe me from Lovegirlo's Arms 
Him, in a Cellar, wou'd my Love prefer 
To Lords in Houſes of fix Rooms a Floor. 
Oh! had I in the World a hundred Pound, 
I'd give him all. Ordid he, (Fate forbid !) 
Want three half Crowns his Reckoning to pay, 
I'd pow my Under · petticoat to lend them. 
LOYEGIRLO. 
Wou'dſt thou, my Sweet? Now by the Powers of. 
Love, 
I'll mortgage all my Lands to deck thee fine. 
Thou ſhalt wear Farms and Houſes in each Ear, 
Ten thouſand Load of Timber ſhall embrace | 
Thy necklac'd Neck. I'll make thy glitt'ring Form 
Shine thro' th' admiring Mall a blazing Star. 
NegleQed Virtue ſhall with Envy die, 
The Town ſhall know no other Toaſt but thee. 
So have I ſeen upon my Lord-Mayor's Day, 
While Coaches after Coaches roll away, 
The gazing Crowd admire by Turns and cry, 
See ſuch and ſuch an Alderman paſs by; 
But when the mighty Magiſtrate appears, 
No other Name is ſounded in your Ears; 
The Crowd all cry unanimous ——e there, 
Te Citizens, behold the Coach of the Lord Mayor. 
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I've told the ſtriking Clock's increaſing, Sound, 


| Try me again in the ſoft Fields of Love. 
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Why comes not r my Stormandra ? Twice and qnce ; 


And yet unkind. Srormandra ſtays away. 


ent open wo! 
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The Time has been when Tyauhave eee ſo ON 


| STORMAND RA. EV Dee 
Tis Wat not Love mult try your. Manhogd. now, 
By Gin, I ſwear, ne'er to receive thee more, 
Till curs'd 2 Blood has dy'd thy Sword. 
-BILKU M. 
Lovegirlo / Whence this Fury bent on biz? >, 
| - STORMAND RA. ', 
Ha! doſt thou queſtion, Coward ?—Ask again, 
And I will never call thee Captain more. 
Inſtant obey my Purpoſe, or by Hemp = 
Rods, all the Horrors Bridewel ever — 
I will arreſt thee for the Note of Hand, 
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But if thou doſt, I call wy ſacred Honour 
— thy Reward ſhall be my Love. 
BILKUM. | 
irlo is no more. Yet wrong me nor, 
It is your Promiſe, not your Threat, prevails. 
So when ſome Parent of Indulgence mild, 
Wou'd to the nauſeous Potion bring the Child; 
In vain to win or frighten to its good, 
He cries, my Dear, or lifts the ufeleſs Rod; 
But if by chance, the Sugar Plumb he ſhows, 
The Gmp'ring Child na more Reluctance knows; 
It ftretches out its Finger and its Thumb, 


N 25 
Which thou haſt given me for twice ont Pound, 


It ſwallow firſt, the Potion, then the Sugar Plumb. 


SCENE VI. 


F $TORMAND 4 als 
Go, act my juſt Revenge, and then be hang d, 

While I retire and gently: bang my ſelf. 
May Women be by my Example taught, 
Still to be good, and never to be naught; 
Never from Virtue's Rules to go aſtray, 
Nor ever to believe what Man can fay. 
She who believes a Man, I am afraid, 
May be a Woman long, but not a Maid. 
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26 The COPVENT-GARDEN 
Tf ſuch bleſt Harveſt my Example bring, 
The female World ſhall with my Praiſes ring, 
And ſay, that when I hang'd wy ſelf, I did a noble ( 
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SCENE IX. 


MOTHER PUNCHBOWL, XISSIND 4, 
NONPAREL © 


| MOTHER. 
Oh! Nonparel, thou lovelieſt of Girls, 

Thou lateſt Darling of thy Mother's Vears; 
Let thy Tongue know no Commerce with thy Heart, 
For if thou telleſt Truth thou art undone. 

___ NONPAREL. 

Fogive me, Madam, this firſt end 

Til learn with urmoſt Diligence to fib. | 
MOTHER. 

Oh! never give your eaſy Mind to Love, 
But poiſe the Scales of your Affection ſo, 
That a bare Six · pence added to his Scale 
Might make the Cit Apprentice or the Clerk - 
 Outweigh a flaming Col'nel of the Guards. 
Oh! never give your Mind to Officers, J vat 
Whoſe Gold is on the outſide of the Pocket. 
But fly a Poet as the worſt of Plagues, 


Who 


TRAGEDY. 
Who never pays with any thing but Words: 
Oh! had Ki/inds taken this Advice, 
She had not now been bilk'd.—— 

KISSIND A. 
Think me not ſo, 

Some haſty Buſineſs has Lovegirlo drawn 
To leave me thus—but I will hold a Crown 
To Eighreen-pence, he's here within an Hour, 
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SCENE X. 


To them LEATHERSIDES, 


MOTHER. 


Oh! Leatherfides, what means this newsful Look? 
LEAT HERSIDES. 
Through the Piaches as I took my way 
To fetch a Girl, I at a diſtance view'd 
Lovegirlo, with great Captain Biltum fighting; | 
Lovegirlo puſh'd, the Captain parry'd, thus a 
Lovegirlo puſh'd, he parried again; 
Oft did he puſh, and oft was puſh'd aſide. 
Ar length the Captain with his Body thus, 
| Threw in a curſed Thruſt in Flanconade. 
"Twas then——oh ! dreadful Horror to relate! 
I at a Diſtance ſaw Lovegirlo fall, 
And look as if he cry'd—ob / 7 am ſlain. 
(Kiflinda Sinks into Nonparel's Arms. ] 
E 2 SCENE 


* them \ CALLON®, 


GALLONO. 


Give me my Friend, thou moſt accurſed — 


Reſtore him to me drunken as he was, 
Ere thy vile Arts ſeduc'd him from the Glaſs. 
MOTHER. 
Oh! that I cou'd reſtore him but alas ! 
Or drunk or ſober, you'll ne'er fee him more, 
Unleſs you fee his Ghoſt—his Ghoſt, perhaps, 
May have eſcap'd from Captain Bilkum's Sword. 
__. CALLONO.. 
| What do 1 hear oh damn'd e Jade, 
Thou art the Cauſe of all With artful Smiles 
Thou didſt ſeduce. him to go home ere Morn. 
Brideuel ſhall be thy Fate, III give a Crown , 
To ſome poor Juſtice to commit thee thither, | 
Where I will come and ſee thee flogg'd my elf. 
-. KISSIND A. 
One flogg'd.as Lam can be flogg'd no mores, 
In her Lovegirla, Miſs Kiſinda lu d:. 


The Sword that paſs'd thro* poor. Lowegirls's Hears | 4 


Paſs'd cke ro mine, be was thee erer ms. - 
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"TRAGEDY. 


CEN E XII. 
To them BILKUM. 


BILRKUM. 


Behold the moſt accurſed of humankind, 

I for a Woman with a Man hive fought; 
She, for I know riot what, has hang'd herſelf, 
And now Jack-Keich may do tlie ſame fot me. 
Oh! my Stormanara ! 

MOTHER, 


What of her? | 
| BILKUM. 
Alas! 
| She's hang'd herſelf all te her Curtain's Rod, 
I aw her ſwinging and I ran away. 
Oh! if you lov'd $/ormandra, come with me; 
Skin of your Fleſh, and bite away your Eyes; 
Lug out your Heart, and dry it in your Hands 
Grind it to Powder, make it into Pills, 
And take it down your Throat. 
MOTHER. 
ee s gone? 
Weep all ye Siſter-Harfots of the Town; 


Pawn your beſt Clothes, and clothe W 


Oh! my See, 
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| KISSIND A. 
poor Lovegirlo's ſlain. 
Ob! give me way, come all you Furies, come, . 
Lodge in th' unfurniſh'd Chambers of my Heart, 
My Hear: which never ſhall be let again 
To any Gueſt but endleſs Miſery, 
Never ſhall have a Bill upon it more. 
Oh! I am mad methinks, I ſwim in Air, 
Ins Seas of Sulphur and eternal Fire, 
And fee e too,. 1 
| AL LO VO. 15 
= Ha! ſee bim! where? 
Where is the much-lov'd Youth—ob! never more 
Shall I behold him. Ha! Diſtraction wild 
Begins to wanton in my unhing'd Brain: 
Methinks I'm mad, mad as a wild March Hare; 
My muddy Brain is addled like an Egg, - 
My Teeth, like Magpies, chatter in my Head; 
My omg F Head! which akes like wp mad. 


Omnes. 
Oh! 
n LEATHERSIDES. | 
Wa ever ſuch a diſmal Scene of Woe? 
— — — — ———— —— — | 
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To them LOVEGIRLO, — —— © 
| anda FIDLE RN. 
Where's my n 
Le winged, Winds—and Jet me periſh there. 
TTS T B 4. e 
Lovegirla lives —oh! let my eager Arms 
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Oh! alt ye Powers of Gin, Sterminiri lives,” | 
 STORMANDRA. _ | 

Nor M6deſty, nor Pride, nor Fear, nor | 
Shall now forbid this tender chaſte Embrace. | 
Henceforth Pm thine as long as &er thos wit.” 
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fu GALLONO.' 
Lovegirlo ! 
LOFEGIRLO. I 
- Ons Joy unknown, Gallons. 
MOTHER. 


Come all at once to my capaclous Arms, 
I know not where I ſhouꝰd th' Embrace begin; [1 
My Children! oh! with what tumultuous Joy 
Do I behold your almoſt virtuous Loves, 
But ſay, Lovegirlo, when we thought you dead; 
Say, by what lucky Chance we ſee you here ? 
| LOYEGIRLO. 
In a few Words I'll ſatisfy your Doubt, 
I through the Coat was, not the Body, run. 
BILKUM. 
But ſay, Stormandra, did I not behold 
Thee hanging to the Curtains of thy Bed? 
STORMANDRA © 
No, my dear Love, it was my Gown, not me, 
I did intend to hang my ſelf, but ere 
The Knot was ty'd, repented my Deſign. 
KISSIND A. . 
Henceforth, Stormandra, never rivals more, 
By Biltum you, I by Lovegirlo kept. 
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